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This louing temped of your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofemeetc. 

To plotte,contriue,or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our date, ourfubieds,or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

c Mow. And I , to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke,lb fare as to mine enemie ; 

By this time,had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foulcs had wandred in the ayrc, 

Baniiht thisfrailc Sepulchre of our flefli. 

As now our flefli is banifht from this land. 

Confeife thy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou had farrc to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of a guiltie Soule. 

Mm. No Bullingbrooke, ifeuer IwcreTraytour, 
My name be blotted fromthe Booke of life. 

And I from Heauen baniflit, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and*I, do know, 

And alltoofoone (Tfearcj the King (hall rew« 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I dray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way. 

King. Vnclejeuen in the glades of thine eies, 

I fee thy grieued heart ; thy fad afped 
Hath from the number of his baniflit yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with welcome home from baniflnnent. 

Bui. How long a time lies in one little word ? 

Foiir elagging’Winters, and foure wanton Springs, 
End in one word • fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt . Tthankemy Liege, that in regard of nice, 
He fliortens foureyeares of my Sonnes exile* 

But little vantage (hall I reape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath toipend 
Can change their moones,and bringtheir times about) 
My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimebewaded light 
Shall be extind with age and cndlelfe night : 

My inch of taper w ill be burnt and done, 

, And blindfold Death not let me fee my fonne, 


Km. Why Vncklc, thou had many yeares toliua. 

Gaunt, But not a minute (King; that thou cand giuc: 
Shorten my daies thou cand with fullen forrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou cand belpeTimeto furrow me withage, 

But floppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomecannot buy my breath. 

King. Thy Sonne is baniflit with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, aparty,verdidgaue, 

Why at our iudicefeemd thou then to lowre ? 

, Gaunt. Thin gs fweet to tad, prooue in digedion fowr*. 
You vrge Kie as a Iudge, but I had rather 
You would hauc bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a d ranger, not my child, 

Tofmooth his fault I would hauc been more milde : 

A partiallflaundcr fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life dedroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you fliould fay, 

I was too find to make mine owne away : 

But you gaue leauc to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo ; 

Sixe yeares we banilh him, and he ihall go. 

Au, Coofin farewell 5 what prefence mud not know 
From whereyou doe remaine,let Paper fliow . 

, <JMnr. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
That thou returned no greeting to thy friends f 
Bui. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office fliould be prodigal!, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefc is but thy abfcncc for a time. 

Bui. loyabfcntjgriefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. WhatisfixeWinters? they are quickly gone. 
Bui, To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten. 
Gaunt, Call it a trauailc that thou takd for plcafurc. 
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